As if I had been suddenly wounded it came to me that in that formal marking of my attainment to womanhood mother had given neither her home, nor the help of her hands, nor her own presence. She had never seen the house where it had taken place. My friends were " strangers " to her. I wanted to tell her about it. But the words lay dead upon my tongue.
Mother and I had come to the place where we could no longer remain together. I cannot state the tragedy of that hour better than in just those words. I did not then realise what it meant to mother to see the diverging point of her life and mine. I had not then a little son of my own.en night school next day that I came home.     At the   door   was   mother,   waiting,   shivering jtespite   her    shawl,   in   the   winter    night. rou are late," said mother anxiously.     In a rush of happiness I told her of the unex-]e past years. For a moment I almost wished to run back home, to that which was sure and familiar.l. It [85] [83]ll cheerfulness, books, other than
